THE   NEW   MONGOLIA

us across steep rocks, dense forest or barren steppes.
It was only towards dawn, when the rim of the sun
became visible among silver clouds on the far horizon,
that we breathed more freely. There was a flowing
brook in front of us, and on its bank a few tents, with
cattle grazing on the steppe. Within a few minutes
of our arrival I was asleep in one of the tents. A few
hours later I was awakened by the aged Mongolian.
He looked completely rested and showed no trace of
the previous night's ordeal. The horses were already
saddled, and after drinking a few glasses of tea together
we were off again.

For eight whole days we travelled like this, riding
all day, and sometimes most of the night, over
territory which I vainly tried to locate on the maps I
carried, and relying for food and shelter on the hos-
pitality of the nomads we encountered as we went.

On the eighth day my guide said farewell to me,
and left me to my own devices, riding away towards
the west, while I was making for the east. Thus I
found myself alone in the middle of the limitless steppe,
with no human habitation for hundreds of miles,
except for a few wandering nomads at vast distances
from one another. However, I rode on, happy in
spite of all my loneliness and uncertainty that, thanks
to the Said's generosity, I was at least provided with
a mount. Sometimes I stayed in the saddle from early
dawn till ten or eleven o'clock at night before I came
upon an encampment, and when I lay down to rest at
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